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Tbeh'tpry 


Hell. Commend me to your neece. 

P and. I w ill fweet Qneene. Sound a retreat? 

'Far: Their comefrom the field.-kfvs to PriamesHall 
To greete the warriers. Sweet Hel&n I mull woe you, 

To helpc vn-arme our Hell or : ids fhibborne bucks 
With this your white enchanting fingers toucht; 

Shall more obey then to the edge of fteelc. 

Or force of Greekifh ffnewes : you fhail do more 
Then all the Hand JCingcs,difarmc great Hell or- 
Hell: Twil make vs proud to be his ieruant ParU? 

Yea what he fhail recciue of vs in duty, 

Giues vs ipore palme in beauty then we haue. 

Yea ouerfhincs our felfe. 

"Tar: Sweet aboue thought- 1 loue her? Exeunt, 

Enter . Vandams Trojlusjman. 

Van A: How now wher’s thy maifter,atmy Coufin C re f[^' 
Kjftlan: No fir ftayes for you to conduft him thether. 
Fund: O heere he comes: how no\v,hownow? 

Troy: Sirra walke off. 

P and: Haue youfeene my Coufinc? 

Troj: No Van Aar us , I ftalke about her dote 
Like to a Grange foule vpon theStigianbankes 
Staying for waftage.O be thou my Charon. 

And giuemefwift tranfportanceto thefe fieides. 

Where I may wallow in the filly beds 
Propordfor thedeferuet. OgentI ePandar, 

From Cupids {boulder plucke his painted wing 5 . 

And flye with me to frefjtd. , 

Pond: Walke heere ith’Orchard.Tle bring herftraight, 
Troy: 1 am giddy;expe<5htion whirlcs me round, 
Th*ymaginary rclifh is fo fweete, 

That it inchaunts my fencetwhat will it be 
When that the watry pall atstafle indeed 
Louts thrice repured Ne£lar?Death I feare me 
Sounding diftru<SHon,orfome ioy to fyne, 

To fubtill, potent, tun’d to fharpin fwcetti#^- ; 

For the capacity of my ruder powers; 

l fcae it »uch,and 1 daefcare befidcs 

' - ‘ 
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That I fhail look diftin&ion in my wyes 
As doth a battaile,when they charge on heapes 

The enemy flying. , . 

Pand. Sbees making her ready , fheele come ftraight,you 
jnuft be witty now, Are does fo blufh,and fetches her wind fo 
{horc as if fhee were fraid with a fpi rite : lie fetch herjit is th c 
prettieft villainCjfhe fetches her breath as fhort as a ne w tanc 

Ifrot.-Euen fuch a palfioii doth imbrace my bofome, 

My heart beats thicker then a feauorous pulfe. 

And all my powers do their bellowing loofe 
like vaffalagc at ynwares encountring . 

the eyeofmaiefly. Enter pandar and Crejjid. 

Pand Come, come, what need you blufh? 

Shames a babie; heerefhee is now , fwcarc the othe$,now to 
her thatyou hauefworne to me : what are you gone againc, 

you miidbcwatchtcreyoubemadc tame, mud you ? come 

yourwaies come your waies , and you di aw backward week 
put you ith fiiiesrwhy doe you not fpeakctoher.Come 
draw this curtaihe.aod lets fee your picture ; alsffethe day? 
how loath you are 1 6 offend day light;and twerc darke youd 
dofe fooner .- fo fo,rub on and kifle the miftrefle ; how now 
akiffein fee-farme .-build there Carpenter the ayre isfweet. 
Nay,youfhall fight your hearts out ere I part you. The.faul- 
con, as the tercelhfor all the ducks ith riucr : go too, go too. 
Tray.- You haue bereft me ofall wordes Lady. 

PaiJ: Words pay no.debt $ ; giue her deeds : but fheek be- 
xeaue you ath’ deeds too if fire call your adhaity in quefiion: 
what billing again: beeres in witneffe whereof the parties in- 
terchangeably." Come in come in lie go get a fire? 

Cref. Wil! you walke ir> my Lord? 

7>^ . O ho wroften bau e l w ifbt me tbps. 

Cref. Wifht my Lor d?tbe gods grauntPO my Lord? 

Troy. What fhould they graunt?what makes this prct‘y ab- 
ruptionswhat to curious dreg cfpies my fweete lady in the 
fountaine of our loue? 

Cref. More dregs then water if my teares lyaue eyes. 

Troy, l’earcs make diuels of Cherubin$,they neuo fee truly, 

~ ■ 'Fa bfir.de 


